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Than the last leaves or the last snows that fade

From off the fields or branches : and this thaw

Speaks not our spring, but winter.    Let them pass ;

If I may stand but in mine enemy's face,

One foot of ours shall slip not, and one hand

Be reddened on our side.    I will go send

Word with your flag of truce by Onniston,

To bid their spokesman to us.                          \ExiL

Queen.                                   What am I worth,

That can nor fight nor pray ? my heart is shut
As a sealed spring of fire, and in mine ears
This air that holds no thunder but fair day
Sounds louder than a stricken brazen bell
That rings in a great wind, or the blown sea
That roars by night for shipwreck.
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Bothwdl.                                     Here is he

That bring our lords' will with him? and shall show
But in your private ear; I while you please
Will wait apart upon you.                              \Rdires.

Quern.                            Is it you,

Is it my friend of France, my knight and friend,
Comes on such errand in mine extreme need
To me that honoured him ?   Sir, time has been
That had one asked me what man most on earth
I would for trust have sought the service of
In such sore straits as this, I had found no name
But yours to leap the first upon my lips,
On whom I have seen my father the French king